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Author's Notes: 

Finally had inspiration to continue my first effort with Supertramp. This story still carries plenty of references 
to "School", but | structured it with "Bloody Well Right" in mind, with the slow opening of Rick by himself 
before the action, and the more cynical undertones. | pulled inspiration from "Just a Normal Day" and "Rudy" 
as well, as the former, despite being from Crisis? What Crisis? seems to have a bit of the same darkness and 
self-doubt. Hints toward Roger holding off on doing "The Logial Song", which he had already written most of 
prior to Supertramp's breakthrough. The Supertramp dynamic is really complicated, as both Rick and Roger 
have described, where they understood each other well, but couldn't communicate, and a common 
misconception that they hated each other from the start, as much animosity as there later would be, and the 
personality differences that may have doomed them into growing apart. This seemed an even better 


opportunity to study that. 


It was quite some time after he had first been aware of Roger Hodgson waking up and climbing out of bed, 


unintentionally nudging him back to consciousness, that Rick Davies finally convinced himself to get up as well 


Even without the odd encounter in the middle of the night from Roger's nightmare induced distress waking 


both of them up, there was no reason why someone his age should have felt so overwhelmingly tired and 


indifferent to whatever was ahead of him for the day. Yet some days, it seemed that was just how it was 


Rick just wished it didn't have to be this day. Already, as he'd found himself musing the night before -or 
perhaps very early in the morning, depending on when exactly the ordeal had been -despite how close they 
seemed at times, it was difficult to know how to respond to each other in moments of need, short of giving 
each other space to sort it out alone. Feeling tired and numb wasn't putting him at any advantage if Roger was 


still shaken, and possibly more open to seeking reassurance after reorienting himself with reality. 


Then again, Rick supposed he ought to be grateful it wasn't just another one of those even less-frequent, 
occasional days in which he woke up feeling inexplicably dispirited and sad. That would have been even less 
helpful. Yet another perspective he had to remind himself of. Just like how he was reminding himself once again 
as he had in the night, as cold as the room he'd woken up in was, it wasn't as bad as the one he'd been in last 
winter. His fingers were semi-numb with cold, but weren't faintly blue beneath his fingernails as they often 


had been. 


Rick had considered warming his hands up by petting one of the stray cats that frequented the current band 
house, which at some point had hopped up in the space Roger vacated beside him, likely taking advantage of 
the fading body heat left behind in the comforter. That was before he realized that putting icy fingertips 
against pleasantly hot ear flaps -which he kept subconsciously reaching to rub while working up the will to 
leave the pocket of semi-warmth that had accumulated in the bed -was probably cruel and unusual 


punishment from the opposite perspective. 


After a few more minutes to convince himself that the brief chill he would face in getting out of bed, dressed, 
and walking down to the kitchen would be worth the reward of sitting by the stove and the heat it radiated 
several feet out, Rick found just enough drive to go through the exact motions of any other morning, 
eventually shuffling down the stairs and around the bend of the hallway into the kitchen. Immediately, he could 
see Roger ahead of him, sitting at the small, round table tucked along the side of the narrow space, before the 


counter began, 


Through the open doorway, they made almost immediate eye contact, despite neither having conscious intention 


of having it so suddenly. 


Roger seemed to freeze with a cup in his hands, features overcome by a pained expression as he forcefully 
swallowed the large swig of hot tea he'd just taken before locking eyes with Rick, as if it had suddenly lost all 
flavor. He then looked down to the cup, slowly lowering it further and further away from himself, before 
gingerly setting it down on the table, pushing it away, and pushing himself back in his chair, away from the 


surface before him. 


Venturing through the threshold and coming closer, Rick noticed that Roger's face was a bit gaunt, more so 
than after the usual late nights of gigs and writing, and uncharacteristically weary to boot. Disrupted and fitful 
sleep had painted the normally faint circles beneath his eyes darker and deeper, hanging lower onto his cheeks 


-almost enough to rival Rick's own, seemingly-permanent ones. Lack of at least a timid smile in spite of the 


unpleasant encounter was enough to tell Rick that he'd been awake for some time, trying to process the 


night's distressing events with a more lucid mind. 


lm not trying to be weird." Holding a hand up, Rick stated it with intonation more like a warning than a 


reassurance. "Nor am | going to make you explain to me what happened last night if you'd rather not." 


Wilting slightly, with some unidentifiable combination of discomfiture as the images of the previous night 
flashed through his mind, and relief at the realization he wasn't going to have to justify every part of the 
humiliating event, Roger managed the most subtle of nods, keeping the motion low enough to not meet Rick's 


eye again. 


Roger shuddered to think of what would happen, had he been in the actual setting of his dream, if he didn't 
have a good enough reason for waking anyone else up with his fearful, unconscious whimpering, as he had 


woken Rick. 
Worse, he didn't think that he did have a good enough reason, should Rick have actually demanded it from him. 
The simple fact he was fearful of it, and relieved by Rick's reassurance felt stupid enough in itself, too. 


Rick and Roger had their differences -it seemed they had been discovering more of them over the more 
recent months, between changes of members and deciding what direction to take next, with the second album 
failing to get much further than the first. They'd stumbled upon a couple of disheartening differences in 
individual preferences in creative process, as Roger had experimented over the second album, and already, it 
had led to a reduction in the time they wrote alongside each other. Yet, even in the most detached moments 


between each other, there had yet to be anything that resembled intended disrespect. 


More importantly, Roger had never known Rick to go digging with the intent to force him to reveal anything 
uncomfortable that he didn't want to. 


However, the authority figures he had revisited in his dream just a few short hours ago had They certainly 
would have demanded a good reason of him, had he woken up a dormitory for making a shout over a 
nightmare. By tongue lashing, perhaps followed by a physical one, they would have made sure he'd felt shame 
for the disappointment he was, being less than a fit of the perfect schoolboy mold of the prestigious private 
school he had been privileged to reside at. 


No. Rick would not demand an explanation. They had always waited for the other to take the first step in the 
few deep revelations they'd ever made to each other, beyond the subtle references in lyrics they'd come to 
learn the most about each other through. 


It was disappointment Roger felt a growing fear of. 


Disappointment that he wouldn't know better, based on the long track of evidence he had. Disappointment that 


would lay ahead in the inevitable differences they would continue to find. 


Disappointment, possibly in any lyrics he could write, as suggested in the nighttime, seemingly different from 
anything else they had ever done before. 


"| apologize," he uttered, softly, for what might have been the hundredth time in just a few short hours, 
depending on how many times he'd unconsciously said it in partial syllables, before Rick had woken him. 
Presently, he realized he wasn't any more sure as he had been in the past of what exactly he had done wrong. 
He only recognized that he'd done something to cause discontent after the fact. 


Which, was perhaps a disappointment as well. 

"For what?" Rick nearly smirked, posing the question, baffled by the sudden apology. 

"Exactly what you just." Roger trailed off, as if he'd decided that merely suggesting the very topic Rick had 
referenced in that manner was too harsh, and impolite enough to regret carrying through. "Last night. | 


apologize you had to deal with that" 


"Why? Roger, what about last night have you got to feel sorry for?" Aside from feeling sorry for yourself over 


whatever you were dreaming about. Which, | dont really believe would be cause for apologizing to me. 
The humor in Rick's bewilderment was quickly fading beneath a rising sense of concern, which he'd held back to 
start, not intending for it to be mistaken as pity. Even when they had first met, when Roger was much more 


painfully shy, he had not seemed to shrink so much with the fear he was now witnessing. 


Roger shrugged, reaching out and picking the teacup back up, if only to hold it in his hands and tap fingertips 
against the lukewarm side as distraction. 


"| woke you up." The encapsulating, outward fear faltered momentarily, only in favor of a brief display of self- 


deprecation. "Rudely, | suspect, from the little | remember." 

“There's plenty of other things that could have woken me up just as easily, if not for that." Rick shrugged, 
sighing at the many truths to that, before managing a genuine, faint smile of reassurance over concern. "I'm 
not asking you to justify it, that should be a sign that I'm not too upset about it. Or at least | think -and then 


what do | know? We've both established I'm quite dim when it comes to communication” 


This time, Roger managed a brief flicker of a smile -a hitch of his lips -in unison with the faint huff of a 
laugh at Rick's self-deprecating, but all-too-true gag. Perhaps too true for both of them. 


"Still, we've had quite a few long days -and some stressful management things. You've been exhausted" 
"Yet, so have you," Rick insisted. "I think you got the worst of it, anyway.” 


Roger's sweet, timid smile faded as he dropped his gaze and nodded, unable to argue with that point. 


Brief silence fell, before a gust of wind hit the side of the house so forcefully, the window sash rattled. A 
brief spot of rain splattered the glass, telling of the storm rolling in along with the dark, dreariness that made 
Rick want to shudder and crawl right back into bed. He doubted much inspiration would come to him, after five 
straight days of tense meetings with management, and it was a bloody awful day to go out in search of it. A 
complete waste, it seemed, when it had barely gotten started. 


He resisted the shudder, but turned away, unable to quite restrain the grimace at the reverberation from the 


sash, continuing moments after the gust had settled. 
"You meant to suggest that | should attempt to write about it? About school?" 


It looked as if it had taken Roger some intense, physical effort to break the silence and ask the question 
weighing on his mind. He reached out and gripped the edge of the table as he did, uncertain if Rick was open to 
that side of the possible discussion at the present moment. They'd never been great at communicating, but 
there were certain things they understood inexplicably about each other, and Roger wasn't missing the bone- 
chilling fatigue in Rick's face and posture, or that beneath the concern keeping him there in that place, he 
really didn't have it in his heart to be present for a writing session 


"If you feel that you could make something of it -which I'm sure would be possible -and if you would like to." 


"Well, I've considered it before," Roger admitted, somehow appearing to both perk up and shrink back at the 
same time. "I've drafted a few lines. The ones I've got, I'm not sure I'll be ready to present for some time - 
those, | would rather save for maybe someday when we might be better known. Or perhaps might mean more 
to me, in a few year's time. Though I'm sure | could write something else -plenty other songs on the subject. 
And | think it could be a good thing -at least, personally, it would be a good thing to do. | might.. | might have 
to ask you to write it with me, however. See that it's not over the top when | make the first draft. Or 
perhaps help me put in words some things I've still yet to know what to make of" 


Rick seemed to recognize upon hearing just as well as Roger did speaking the words that it would be the first 
time they would sit down to write Together in quite some time, and it would possibly be the last time they 


ever would. 
"| suppose | could do that. Once you've got your first thoughts laid out" 


"Would it be the right direction to go in?" Still visibly in fear of punishment for any wrong response, Roger's 
voice trembled lightly. “That's the one reason | hesitate. Would it fit with what we already have written so 


far?" 


"We've only got about half an album's worth of songs written, and all of those are early enough to cut in 
favor of something else." Rick did his best not to once again cringe externally at the thought, which was 
uncomfortable at best, following recent talks with management, knowing how much work loomed ahead with 


writing, in addition to replacing departed members. Even worse was knowing that the third chance they'd 


fought impossibly hard to get could be yanked away from them after a certain amount of time, before they 


could even see if it would fail or succeed. 


"I'm sure we'll have a chance for things to fall into place with it. Quite honestly, | don't see what wouldn't be 
worth trying at this point, if its driven from a true place of passionate feelings. Besides other merits. Would | 
be asking you about doing it if | were not open to the idea, either way?" 


Roger gulped once again and shook his head, yet even in recognition that Rick was not going to chide him for 
writing about the subject, shrank back in his chair further, almost physically guarding himself. His arms curled 
around his sides, but Rick didn't miss the subtle, upward twitch as Roger forced down the instinctive reflex to 
guard his face. 


It was in that moment that Rick realized the extent to which Roger was actively mulling nightmare sequences 
through his mind, once again becoming thoroughly distraught, and past the point of concealing it as he barely 
had, just hours before. 


Damn if, | didnt intend to push him to that.. Or lead him foward it, anyway. Got a bit too aggressive.. 


| know you wouldn't do that, Rick. Honest" Roger paused, diverting his suddenly-tearful gaze toward the dreary 
sky outside the kitchen window, and undoubtedly trying to control the already-present tremor in his voice 


from cracking into a whimper. 


Roger, what on Earth did they try to DO to you? Or perhaps DID.. Rick internally cursed himself for having to 
wake up having one of thosedays of indifference, and the bloody awful mood he was in for it. He really did feel 
bad for Roger, seeing him with his internalized fear and confusion laid out plain to see, and he wished he didn't 
have an additional obstacle to responding to it in somewhat of a helpful way, rather than forcing a listless 


show of pity that wouldn't mean anything. 


"Well, | can't really be upset with you about it," he tried. "| wouldn't, anyway. Though it seems someone else 
would -and perhaps has." 


With a nod, Roger slid from the chair and rose, unable to fully hide the grimace that came over him, or the 
tears that instantly spilled with the facial contortion as he traipsed through the doorway Rick had entered. His 
footsteps were inaudible, but the creaking noise from the sloped portion of the ceiling above suggested he had 
quietly padded up the stairs beneath the now-screeching wind gusts, pelting the windows with crackling, frozen 
rain, loud enough to provoke just the slightest concern the glass might shatter. 


Wincing as well, Rick forced himself to hold back a tired sigh that, if overheard, would have undoubtedly been 
misunderstood as a frustrated huff, and likely would have brought silence between them for the rest of the 
day. Already, he feared he'd done that with his last remark, judging by the reaction, but realized otherwise 


when Roger returned some odd minutes later, with his lyric notebook in hand. 


"| would like to," he admitted, sitting back down, still misty-eyed and sniffling unevenly, but appearing to be on a 
more even keel than moments prior -or eager enough to find distraction. "If you really are open to making use 


of it, Il try for it. | want to think that -maybe that someone listening might find it relatable." 


Rick tried his best to hitch a weak smile of encouragement up at the suggestion of the very power music 


often had, and to convey care over the fatigue dulling seemingly every part of his being. 
"Tell me about school." 


Roger made a silent gesture, hand held up, requesting to wait a moment to speak further, which Rick granted 
with a hasty nod, before sitting back and poking at an old newspaper issue from over a week ago. Apparently, 
Roger was in no more favor of proceeding through an entire conversation through residual, choked weeping 
than Rick was in favor of listening to him do so, as much as he did want any discussion that allowed them the 


increasingly challenging prospect of directly working together. 
A small blessing, in the complicated situation the morning had granted them. Yet another point in perspective. 


Some short time of near silence ticked by, only broken by Roger's pen scratching the pages of his notebook 
taking over the fading sniffling as he began writing down internalized conflicts that could form verses. Perhaps 
already grouped into primitive verses, judging by the clusters of writing with notable space in between that 
Rick could make out without staring directly. 


"Well, a lot of it -the basis of it, anyway -it's probably not but so different from whatever you might have 
encountered," Roger finally proposed, "so you might think it's a bit foolish of me to be having fits. Or, at least 
from what l'm used to being told, it is." 


Rick raised an eyebrow, contemplating how even in his indifferent state, he was less inclined to believe it was 
foolish of Roger to be as bothered as he was, than concerned that they perhaps needed to discuss it, whether 


anyone wanted to or not. 


‘I'm sure all schools are likely to push the societal standards on everyone, so it's not as if you haven't 
encountered that much." Roger briefly looked up, shrugged, and flickered his timid gaze back down. "At least, to 


a point." 


"Well, yes, to a point, indeed" Rick managed a dry snort. We dont know each other's schooling experience 
firsthand, so any part of yours could be to less or more of an extent of mine. Im not inclined to jump on you for 
suggesting the chance we could have seen different extremes of it -and the amount of it | saw, | didn’t really 
CARE, anyway.. "A whole lot of which was rubbish, even then -as I'm sure that's got something to do with 


where you're going." 


"As I've been finding out. And trying to reckon with finding out," Roger confirmed. "I'm not quite sure how 
much it differed from what you experienced -if at all Maybe | saw more than most, or quite possibly, | did 
not. Having been sent to a prestigious, private school, which | understand quite well is a privilege to be able to 


say, the privilege of the experience made upholding those standards of etiquette to the highest degree -l 
suppose I'll say, a significant part of our learning. Sometimes, it may have appeared to have been more 


important than the knowledge we were supposedly there to gain" 


"And yet, most of it was probably rules, which outside of the most formal settings and high-end careers end 
up being an utter load of crap?" Rick smirked, though the expression directed at Roger was less sarcastic than 


his reiteration, and rather playfully knowing. "A whole lot of dont do this’ and ‘don’t do that?" 


Despite himself, Roger let a greater hint of a smile and snicker creep through. He didn't disagree with the 
remark, but had felt it for quite some time. Maybe it was his shy nature, or the politeness that had been 
hammered into him and perhaps knocked out anything else in its way, or fear of not upholding the extreme 


politeness he'd become accustomed to, that had made it unfathomable to voice the same remark himself. 


Another instance, despite their inability to communicate through words, where Rick could read right through 


him, faster than anyone else. 


"It hasn't been as useful to me as | would have hoped," Roger tried. "Or told myself, while it was happening. | do 


realize that | was sent there with good intentions." 


"Nobody's going to scold you over song lyrics, or use them to call you ungrateful,” Rick continued, quickly 
seeing the cause of walking on eggshells. "Even if there's a critic, which there inevitably will be at some point, 
it cannot be personal for that reason -and | believe it will be funny to watch how quickly they'll abandon their 
own strict etiquette orders. They won't know the whole story behind it. Nor will they know exactly which of us 


wrote each line if we choose not to say, and if we are to continue crediting the songs under both our names." 


Without being scared into silence as Roger had been, and more from natural shyness and a general dislike for 
confrontation, Rick had learned to avoid a lot of trouble by keeping his head down and his mouth shut. He'd 
learned how to manage feigning a slight degree of care, even when it was perhaps more obvious that most of 
it had been beaten right out of him. Perhaps it had carried him a bit further, having been schooled along with 
the rest of the working class sector of society, where if he hadn't conducted himself perfectly, or not 


maintained satisfactory marks, let alone acceptably high ones, he would still easily be of use somewhere. 


If those were the very places his fear of returning to kept him fighting along, even when his motivation failed 


him, after days of feeling like he was on an endless train to nowhere. 


He didn't have fear to speak his own thoughts in lyrics, though, and it was long past time Roger knew he 
wouldn't be scolded to hush up every thought he dared to speak aloud, and had more than a right to say, even 
outside the outlet of lyrics. 


"| suppose that is true. And there's no one who's going to threaten with ten days of in-dormitory detention,’ 
stated Roger, perhaps in an attempt to rationalize old, ingrained fears. "Even if there is a threat of losing yet 


another record deal." 


"And that's a possibility, regardless of what we write. And we'll definitely lose it if we don't produce 
something," added Rick. "Seems we've both resigned to being too quiet.” 


"It was the only guaranteed way to be that too-good mold everyone was supposed to fit into.” Roger was 


staring into space, and Rick recognized it as internal brainstorming, spoken aloud. 
Say it.. then write your problems down in detail Perhaps someday we'll take them to a higher place. 


“All these things they would tell us, all day long -relentlessly -that this is how it should be, and never any 
other way. Aside from the one exception you've never been told about. Dare to ask what was done wrong and 
what should have been done instead -'0h, you vocalized. Now you can settle with two weeks. Do you wish to 
take this further? And nobody who truly cared to try to do well dared, because the next step would have 
been potential expulsion And.. Well, nobody at that age wants to go home and explain to whatever family you 
have why you are home before summer.” Roger gulped. "Or, you could opt for the alternative, physical 
punishment. Which supposedly did not always guarantee you would free yourself from the other. And you 
often would not be told that it wouldn't, until after you had taken it" 


"Try to avoid both crushing disappointment at home along with a lashing by taking the latter by itself, but 
with the unknown risk of taking half the punishment twice?" Rick snorted. "Well, if there's one merit to that, 
it's mirroring the backstabbing nature of the world" 


Roger took a deep sigh, features afflicted by sad, knowingness, sensing the same connection to recent events. 
The ugly falling out with Kevin Curie. Dave Winthrop's increasing unreliability to show up to gigs, and the gap in 
shows it had caused, after it had gotten them in trouble with the place that had hired them for the night. 
That had been immediately after hiring a new bassist, following Roger's switch to guitar, who probably had no 
idea if he would be called back or not. Multiple other incidents that had them currently replacing every other 
band mate, and hoping they wouldn't lose one just as soon as they found another. 


It wasn't past punishment Roger feared, but Rick could easily deduce that the tongue lashings from the tense 
encounters with management had been no less painful for Roger's sensitive, conflicted soul than whatever he'd 
been struck with as a child. Indeed, the troubles of the past week had precipitated the nightmare. 


"May | ask, how it was for you?" Perspective wouldn't provide comfort or justification for anything, but Roger 
supposed it could bring a level of understanding out of the experience, if Rick was willing to give any hint of 


the past he was often even more secretive about. 


Perhaps, the last, deep understanding they might ever verbally have, alongside their last joint writing 


experience. 


"Is subjective, when | can never know the exact depth of your own experience," Rick proposed, "though it 
appears my own was less rigid. Being in the working society, | was more often at risk of being sent for hard 
labor than back home, which has its ups and downs. No matter, | think we've both seen, in different forms, 


how being somewhat sheltered doesn't always save anyone from the ugly parts of the world” 


And an ugly world it can be at times, went unspoken between the two, as a gust of wind smacked the side of 
the house yet again, and forcing a bone-chilling, descending whistle through the upper-level above them, over 


the rattling sash, mimicking the sound of an off-tune harmonica. 


"I think it's a shame, how it seems to highlight the horrors, when | know there's so much beauty in it" Roger 
frowned. "| used to notice it more than anything else, before being sent off. I'd like to start being able to see it 
like | used to, again." 


"That's a pretty high hope to hold out," Rick retorted, "though you'll probably get closer to that than most 


will” 
You'll see it as you once did long before | ever will. And Ive already accepted | won't 


"Coming out of it into the world, immediately there are several times -l've seen it a lot lately -it doesn't work 
that way they say it should, in school. There's thousands of exceptions to that rigid expectation. Which might 
be a good thing, if there's hope to have about it not being all to this dark conformity they push," Roger 
continued, glancing down, and pausing to scribble a couple of thoughts down. "Yet now, the way | see it, 
everyone around you is frustrated that you don't know how life really works, or what it's about, and 
frustrated that you didn't expect it to be that way because it broke such a strict rule you had endlessly 
drilled in" 


Rick raised an eyebrow, but waited to comment, sure there was more semi-conscious ramble to come. 


"And now | don't know what's wrong and what's right anymore, after being told so many different things. Only 
really being told what was wrong when it was wrong, yet never being told what was right. After all of it, | 
sometimes realize -especially when we're trying to go through these changes, make a name for ourselves, and 
actually become recognized for what it is we're trying to do -| don't know who /m supposed to be, or who | 
really am. And | wonder if it makes some of fhis more difficult, at times. | believe this is where | should be and 


the right thing to do. But I've my doubts, when I've never known what night really is." 


| don't think anyone does." Rick paused, then shook his head. "I certainly don't. Not anymore than you, if that 


means anything.’ Even with more years on you out of the system, 


"So we're both still trying to find it" Roger looked down at his notes, handling the paper with a bit less 
hesitation. "I suppose it really can't do much harm now, with where it's at. If anything, | guess it's time | 
learned how to break the rules, since trying to follow them hasn't achieved much." 


“There aren't many rules in music, and even less that aren't meant to be broken at some point." Rick tossed 
his hands up with a smirk. "Well, then! That must be why it's one of the few things l'm any good for." When / 
can't be bothered to tip-toe around that rubbish for life. 


"I didn't intend to manage to break so many, but it seems | still often did," Roger quipped back. "Maybe that is 
the sign it is right, then. If anything really is." 


‘Its bloody well right to me if you think it is." Rick huffed a faint laugh of his own, scraping his chair back and 
rising to make a return to the upstairs. "I'll leave you to it, then Let me know when you're ready for me to 


have a look at what you've gotten down, and see where | can add in" 


In the meantime, he retreated with just enough inspiration, deciding that perhaps it was high time he wrote his 


reflecting thoughts on the matter in another song of his own. 


